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All fs Calm 


Taylor loved Christmas. The sparkly ornaments and gift wrapped boxes appealed to his ADHD nature and, by 
the time the 25th rolled around, he was pretty much at the end of his rope with excitement. 


Someone else, however, was at the end of their rope with frustration. 

After nineteen Christmases, Dave was fairly sure that he was ready for ADHD Taylor and his completely 
cracked out nature. Christmas number twenty was going to be calm and peaceful. It was not going to be a 
mess of wrapping paper, ribbon, and empty gift boxes. 


Oh, how naive he'd been. 


It was 4am. On Christmas morning. And already he could hear the excited man-child moving around. Burying 
himself deeper beneath the covers, Dave desperately tried to feign sleep. 


He'd tried everything to keep Taylor calm. Soothing music. Muted Christmas colours. Non-shiny wrapping paper. 
Calming essential oils on the bed linen. By the clattering that was coming from the en-suite, obviously none of 


it had worked. 


Taylor's noise was obviously a technique to try and lure Dave from bed. Faceplanting in to the pillow, Dave 
tried to resist the urge to sit up and yell at the younger man. Doing so would mean that Taylor would pounce 
and a weary, Christmased-out Dave would be hauled from the bed. 

Already the day's events were rolling around his head like a cannonball. Get up. Open gifts. Try to calm Taylor. 
Start to prepare dinner. Yell at Taylor to calm down. Open a beer. Maybe cook with the alcohol. Maybe drink it 
instead. Sit down. Yell at Taylor a little more. Eat dinner. Drink more beer to try and drown out Taylor's 
excitement. Fall in to bed drunk and wake up hungover. All in all, a normal Christmas in the Grohl-Hawkins 


household. 


The bed depressed beside him and gentle kisses whispered across his cheek. Dave growled and pulled the 
covers up around his head. 


"| know you're awake," Taylor purred 
"Go ‘way, Taylor. 's too early for this’ 
"But it's Christmas. 

"| know" 


There was something unusually calm about Taylor. Something that wasn't the norm in their house, especially at 


this time of the year. 


Dave cracked open an eye and looked at Taylor. The younger man was smiling softly and his hair was still 
sticking up in a million and one directions. 


"Why are you so calm?" Dave's voice was still thick with sleep. "What have you been taking?" 
Taylor's smile widened and he held up a little bottle. "This. It's like plants and flowers and shit. Helps you relax.’ 
Dave closed his eye. "Obviously doesn't help you to sleep." 


"Dave!" the younger man whined. "Don't go back to sleep. Please! Come on It's Christmas Day. You're supposed 
to get up early today." 


"Il get up if you help me with dinner." 
"| promise that I'll help you with dinner." 


He opened his eye again and took in Taylor's crestfallen expression. Damn, this was too much fun. “Absolutely 
promise?" 


“Absolutely promise." Strong hands began to tug at the bed clothes. "Now get up. Please. | want to give you 
gifts." 


Well, this was a change. Dave wasn't used to Taylor being so agreeable. Nor so calm. He wondered how long it 


was going to last for. 


He allowed the younger man to pull the bed clothes off of him. Sliding from the warm cocoon, Dave slipped on 
his slippers and draped a ten year old hoodie over the flannel pyjamas that he'd worn to bed. When Taylor took 
his hand, Dave couldn't help but smile. Swiping his glasses from the bedside table, he allowed the drummer to 


lead him downstairs. 


The Christmas tree had been up since Thanksgiving. Taylor had sung and danced as they'd decorated it and 
Dave fondly remembered the younger man standing on a chair to proudly put the star on top. Beneath its 
boughs were boxes and boxes of gifts, many from friends and well-wishers. Among them were the carefully 


chosen gifts that they'd bought for each other. 

Taylor dropped to his knees beside the tree and began to burrow among the small mountain of gifts. Dave half 
expected him to drag out a pile of his own gifts and begin tearing at the paper. Instead, he appeared with a 
single gift wrapped box. He got to his feet and, with wide, innocent eyes, he offered it to Dave. 

"Merry Christmas, Dave." 

Taking the slender box, Dave pulled off the ribbon before picking at the gift wrap. Beneath it lay a plain white 
box that gave no clue about what lay inside. Easing the lid off, Dave glanced inside to find a hardback book. The 
cover was blank, its contents still a complete mystery. 

"Taylor?" he murmured. 


The drummer smiled at him, his face beautiful in that moment. "Open it" 


Dave took the book from the box and, placing the box to one side, he opened the cover. What he found on the 


pages took his breath away and made his eyes prickle with tears. 

‘Oh, Taylor...” 

Each page was a celebration of their life together. Photos, inside jokes, things they'd said, concert tickets, 
boarding passes; all of them had been carefully collected and stored in the amazing memory book Twenty 
years they'd been together and Taylor had found items from each of those years. 


‘Its beautiful," Dave whispered. "So beautiful. Thank you." 


Placing the book to one side, he wrapped Taylor in his arms and hugged him close. Tears rolled down his cheeks 


as he pressed kisses to his lover's face. Taylor's arms wrapped around his waist and held him close. 

"You're very welcome. Merry Christmas, Dave." 

Pulling back, Dave smiled and gave the other man a kiss. "Merry Christmas, Taylor. Thank you for being a part 
of my life." He paused before grinning through his tears. "But don't take your calming potion all the time, will 


you? | quite like crazy Taylor." 


At that, the drummer whooped with joy and gave Dave's ass a quick smack. Yep, it was definitely Christmas! 


